.Aerribly frightened,
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% CHAPTER 11X —~Continned,
Sweetont Sumn ahudderad,  Drustlla eried,
“Well, suh!” Boster John pulled up a Mg
I:ur.r;h of grass and threw L away from him.
His face wan red with anger or excltement,
“Homph! Hang him to a limb!"* grunted
the White Plg.  “Ooft! Thetre wie & bridge
& quiarter of & mile alead,
pariow and low—just wide enough for a
ghgon and not higher from the shallow
croek than a man's head. Over this bridge
the men had to go, and the S8on of Ben Al
wanted me to run abead, get on the further
end of the bridge, charge the horses when
they renched the middle and then jump off
and get under the bLridge before the men
could make thelr guns talk. It was not to
my taste. Il 1 had had 1o choose between

‘charging the horses on that bridge and a

mess of ripe persimmons—humph—1 think 1
wonld have taken a fow of the persimmons,
But what could 1 de? Gooft! The Son of
Ben All had his mind made up.

“8o lran ahead, Jumped over a low place
in the fetice and reaclied the bridge before
the horses did, 1 heard them come on the
other end of the bridge and 1 tried to Eet my
bristles up, but—gooft—ooft—they wouldn't
Elay up. As the men came neross I went to
ment them and when they came within a
few steps of me 1 charged ay them, making
a8 much nolse as 1 conld, orying;

" ‘Gooft—ooft! Gooft!

"It was all so sudden that the horses wero
There were five of them.
Ono reared and I rap under his forolows,
Another shied too far to one side and went
crashing through the ralling inio the ereck.
One of the horses kicked me and-<gooft!—
that made me mad, For the first time my
Lristles rose. 1 rusherd At them with open
moeuth, Another crashed through the rallll-lg
and went over, All this thne I could see
the Son of Ben All at the heels of the horse

that was carrying the teacher and ol -
Ely's son. e

“"But the horse was scared nea
5 are rarl to
death. His rider couldn't manage hlm."r He
Wwas whid. Before the Son of Ben All could

::l_t tllchr{ilmﬂlhll eenred horse
- rushed off the brldge, and ron
him, The Son of RBen All n!lnn;lrp;(;ufl.nnr:t:'t:
went over the fence and rested In the
burhes. Presently the Son of Ben All eame
erobping to where I was, He was wet with
lwr;t I:a]:ul trembling all over,
“Nelther the men nor the horges we
hurt. Gooft! they came together nud“:::
on their horses within a few steps of where
we lay. One sald It was a man eeven feet
high. Another sald It was a wlid varmint
as big as a llon. 8till another snld it was
:il:n; Utmr't—ool’l. The teacher sald {t
7 warning. Ooft! ‘Th
Lord I8 in It,' he sald. it it
U1t will be g hard race, little Grunter—
A hard race! It Ig three miles to the big
house, and from there elght mlles to Har-
mony, It is to be a hard race, little Grun-
ter—n hard race. But it must be run.'
Bo !nltl the Son of Ben Al
:: Igmrl to go, Son of Ben AlI?' I sald.
2 [ar as you may and as
ean, little Gruti‘!ter.' = AT A
“Gooft! vou have never seen the Son of

had whirled

Ren All throw a stone, and you have never
seen him run! We got in the blg road
Wwhere the ground was firm, Goolt! 1

began to gallop, but 1 heard the
All right a8t my heels. I began to run and
—goolt-ooft!—L heard him closer at my
heels, The faster I went the faster the
Bon of Ben All went, 1 was a pretty swift
Tunner, and am to this day, bue that night
1 could never get more than twenty steps
away from the Son of Ben All, Gooft! he
was running to save life, and I was running
for fun. Once we passed a stray traveler—

Son of Ben

a etray negro. He called out: ‘What are
you trying to do, brother? Ooft'—and the
Bon of Ben Ali called baek: ‘Trylng to
eateh little Grunter, brother!” Gooft—and

the stranger crled:
well, my brother!
“Gooft—ooft! It was a warm race and a
long one, We were not golng so fast at the
end as we were at the beginning. Ooft! but
we were going. And we went till we came
to the horee lot, and then I stopped. 1 #poke
to the Son of Ben All, and said that we ware
now as close to the hog pen as I ever hoped
to be, and so he cried out as he ran: ‘Good
night, lttle Grunter!" I heard him go to the
stable where the Black Stallion, the Son of
Abdallah, I8 kept. Then I heard the door

‘I wish you mighty

(80 ;h?ned
i

It was long and |

S B
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grandfather. Ok, nol No, Indesd! Hiw
name was Hudspeth—Richard Huodepeth, 1
remember him ay well as if he had been
here only yesterday Al bottom he wWag i
fine character, He came here from Maesm-
chuketts, and he went back there.*

The grandfatber paveed And  drommed

gently on the arms of his easy chalr, Then-

“Yes, he went back there, He s a big
man now. He war elected to congress gome
time ago. We have had wome corresponds
ence, He Ik n very able man, [ wonder if

he remembers his adventures here?”

“He W & bitter abolitionist,” sald the
ehildren’s father,

““He was alwars that,” eald the grand-
fathgr, “'But I shall always love him on ae-

count of Little Orotchett. The two were de-
voted to ench other.'

“Grandfather,”” said Sweotest Susan, after
a while, “what Ip n bitter abolitionist? Ten't
that what papa salll’ sho asked, seelng her
grandfather Jaugh,

My darling child, you wouldn't know now
It I were to tell you, Run along with Dru-
eilla, I'Il think It over and tell you about It
some other time," .

Sweetest Susan and Drusllla jolned Busier
John In the yard, and there they discussed
the matter, without coming to any conclusion,
Buster John knew that the abalitlonists
wanted to freo the negro slaves, but that was
nll,

That night they went to Aaron's house and
asked him whether the Teacher had been
hanged or rescued, but Aaron makl he was
too tired to sit up and talk. He sald he
would be around the lot all day the next
day, and they could go and see Timoleon,
who could tell all about {t. This satisfied the
children and they went to bed happy*in the
expectation of visiting the Black Stallion.

The children wera up bright and early the
next moring, which was something un-
usual, for they were fond of sleeping late. As
soon as Drueilla bad eaten her breakfast—
she walted on the children at the table, and
was allowed to eal as soon ns they had
finished—all three went hunting for Aaron.
They found him right where Timoleon's
stuble stood. So they went to him, and he
lost no time in opening the door of the
stable,

The Black Stallion did not have fresh air
and exercise every day, and so he sprung
through the open door and went galloping
madly about the field, eending forth a
screaming challenge to the whole plantation,
He galloped about the field as far as the
llmits of the high fence would permit, and
pald no attentlon to elther Aaron or the
children.

““He has forgotten ue,” sald Sweetest Susan
In some alarm.

Anron laughed “Folks forget,' eald he,
“but my brothers that run on four lege
never forget.”

When the Black Stalion had taken his ex-
creise ho walked slowly back to the stable,
sometimes pausing to crop the grass or to
hold his head high in the alr.

“Grandson of Abdallah,"” sald Aaron, *you
have forgotten your friends.”

“1 am the forgotten one, Son of Ben AlL"
replied Timoleon; “my feed Is chucked into
the trough, the door Is shut and I am left
to chew my cud. Am I a cow that I should
be chewing my cud? Am I a hog that I
should be fastened in a pen?'*

“Whose fauit, Grandson of Abdallah? You
will have no one to feed you but me, and I—
well, what I have to do I must do. The
grandchildren of the White-Halred Magter
are here,”

1 thought they had forgotten me, Son of
Ben All. I am glad they are here. But what
of it? 1 go in my pen and the door |8 closed;
what matters it to me whether they are here
or yonder?'"

““No, Grandson of Abdallah. In the pasture
here the morning sun shines, the grass Is
green, the alr Is cool. Here for a little
while you may stay with these grandchildren
of the Whited-Halired Master. Your stable
Ig to be cleaned.”

For answer the Black Stallion sought out a
soft place In the grass, held his head close to
the ground, walked in a small clrcle that
constantly grew smaller until his knees bent
under him, and then he keeled over on his
side and began to wallow. This finlshed, he

oge and began to graze close to the children,
apparently us gentle as any horse could be.

“Do you remember the night the White-
Halred Master rode you to Harmony ?"' asked
Aaron from inside the stable,

The Grandscn of Abdallah ralsed his head
and went to the stable door, his mouth half

thrown open, and the Son of Abdallah came
out with a scream and a snort, and that s all
I know. The rest the Black Stallion can tell

you.

“Ooft—gooft! That Is all. Say nothing to
no one—I'll sleep here a little, and when the
sun gets lower 'l sllp away to the swamp,"”

“We are very much obllged to you,"” sald
Bweotest Susan,

“Humph—umph!
the White Pig.
paid."”

Humph—umph!" grunted
“Nicely sald! I'm over-

CHAPTER X.
THE BLACK BTALLION'S STORY.

The childrén were anxious to hear the rest
of the story al once, bul they were compelled
o walt, The White Pig had lold all he knew,
and Aaron was i the other side of the plans
tatlon, Bo Buster John and Sweetest Susan
Amused themselves by wondering whether
thy Teachor was hanged or whelher ho was
rescued. Aw ftor Drusilla, she very plainly
sald that she didu't much care. It was all
past and gone anyhow. Break a pumpkin,
ehe sald, and nobody In the world can mend
it, ot even If people were to come und cry
ever It h

But Buster Jobn apd SBweelest Susan
thought it made all the difference whether a
man was hanged or saved. They talked
about it & good deal, and when they went to
the house they asked thelr grandfather the
name of the wan who bad come from a far
country to teach their Uncle Crolchett. The
old gentleman leaned biack Io hix chalr and
looked at the youngwters. He smiled a little
avd then closed hls eyes and seemed to be

thinking. The question bad carrled him
hgk o the past.
Have you forgotten hls Bume,  grand-

father ' asked Sweotobt Susan after a while,
“Forgotien bis oame!" exclalmed (he

full of grass. Some of the grass must have
tickled his nose, for he snorted twice in quick
succossion,

“Do I remember It, Son of Ben Al? How
could 1 forget it? It waw a little while be-
foré the big race at Lexington, That was
the night I learned how to put my nose at &
:?ra?:a flank and run the breath out of

m.

"The children of the White-Halred Master
would like to hear of that,' sald Asron,

“It was at night,” remarked the Black
Stallion, threshing at a perverse fly with his
tall, “What time 1 know not, but 1 had been
dozing, snd just before that I heard the
chickens crow. There was no moon. The
big white star was glittering where the sun
rises and there was frost in the alr. Sud-
denly T heard some one tugging at my stable
g:l(ill- and the voice of the Son of Ben All

ng.

“The door wag barred, but he broke the
bar. The stable was dark, but he found the
tu-ml:;Ii b:lmk;; and saddle. He erled:

" “Bleady, Bon of Abdallah! The
for Il.l:lml‘hli ut‘hl!' 9.1 werk

& at him In play and took a plece
of his coat off, but he made no pause Illllllﬂ
saddle and bridle were on. Then he ran
through the door crylng. ‘Come, Son of
Abdallabh!  Come! There Is work for us
tonight!  Steady! You will have play
eénough before the night is over.'

“I liked mnothing better than that, so 1
sprang through the door, and want gallop-
ing after the Bon of Ben All, He ran to the
house, and there 1 saw the Gray Mare, my
elstor, standing. She was bridled, but the
saddle was missing.

t " 'Stand here! sald the Son of Ben AllL

He placed his band on the yard fence and

Sprang over, though the gate was uear,

o ran to the big tree near the corner of
, the house, and begun to walk upward, This

was new to_me, wo 1 started back In some
surprise. But the SBon of Ben All called
to me to be quiet, and In a minute he had
disappeared in the little window that Juts
from the roof.

“Then | heard the yolée of the Little
Master orylng, ‘Take me down stalrs!’

“In a little while the Son of Hen All
came down the tree and ewod at the door

whilch was presently opened by the White-
Halred Master. His speech was short and
quick:

" "Where are the horsen?’

* 'Hetre, Master,” said the Son of Ben All,
Mount

who came running towara me.
here, Master.'
“‘Show me the way,' sald the White-

Halred Master.

“The Son of Den All flung himself on the
Gray Mare, my eister. The giates were all
open, and we went through them In a hurry,
I felt the White-Halred Master settle him-
relf in the eaddie, and try the stirrups.
Then hism knees pressed a little eloser to
the maddle, and 1 thought, ‘Here is a rider
—a lttle heavy, but more helpful than a
lighter man who has never learnied to fit
himeelf to the curve of the saddie, and to
move an the horse moves," He reached his
right hand forward to feel the play of my
shoulders, and gave me a gentle pat by
way of pralse.

“The CGray Mare, my sister, wing trained
for racing, while I wge raw and untried,
and she tripped along ahead of me as
lightly an a rabbit that has just been fright-
ened from its bed.

“We cleared the gatee and the narrow
lane, and presently struck into the big road.

“iAre we going to Harmony?' asked the
White-Halred Master,

“**Yes, Master,'

“'We shall have to ride, then)

At that the Gray Mare, my sister, geemed
to glide away from me. The Son of Hen
All had slapped her with his open hand. |
went after her with a little rush that never
moved the White-Halred Master In his sad-
dle. 1 felt my blood tMneling. Whatever the
Gray Mare, my sister, was doing, 1 knew 1
was going only at half speed, and I longed to
show the White-Halred Master what I could
do.

“1 &ald, as we galloped, 'My sister, this
night will see which of ns has the swiltest
feel.' The answer she made was a loud snort
and again she tried to glide away, but I kept
my muzzle nt the Son of Hen All's knee,

“'Not now,' tald the Son of Ben All. Walt!
Wait till we croms*the bridge.’

“iAre we riding or playing?' asked the
White-Halred Master. *‘Man, we'll be too
late!'

“ *When we cross the bridge we'll go, Mas-
ter,’ sald the Son of Ben AlL

“Yet the ground was firm and springy, and
the road Jevel. I was so fretted that I bit
at the Son of Ben Ali's leg. ‘You won’t
play when you come to your journey's end,
Grandson of Abedallah,” he sald. [ knew
then that we would go fast enough after a
while, and #o I fell back a little and sattled
down to a eowifl, steady gallop. My easy
movements must have pleased the White-
Haired Master, for he reached forward and
gave me a love lick, saving, ‘Good horse!’

“So In a little while we came to the bridge,
a small affair, bul rickety. On the other
gide tha Son of Ben All leaned forward a
little, saying, 'Now, Mas e!" The Gray Mare,
my sister, leaped away from me with a snort.
1 threw my head forward as the White-
Halred Master gave me the length of the
rein, and the Gray Mare, my sister, =0on
found that she would not have the road
to herself.

“Within a quarter of a mile T was running
with my nose at her flank, and 1 kept it
there. I could have run past her, but I knew
the White-Halred Master would give the word
for that, and so 1 kept my place. Yet I could
feel that the Gray Mare, my sister, was try-
Ing her test to get away from me.

"“The sound of our feet on the hard road
must have made a terrible clatter. I could
hear it flung back at us from the woods on
elther glde. Once, as we were passing a houss
by the roadside, a pack of curs came trooping
out at us. Thiz was my chance. The Gray
Mare, my sister, shied, while T ran right
through the pack, knocking them right and
left. The White-Haired Master touchad me
agaln, saying, '‘Good morse!' and shook the
re'ns just a little, but It was enough. Before
the dog 1 had crippled could yelp twice 1 had
tnken the road away from the Gray Mare, my
sister. 1 could hear her coming behind me,
1 conld hear the Son of Ben All slap her, first
with hia open hand and then with the slack
of the bridle rein,

“But It did no good. 1 loved to listen to the
clatter of my feal on the hard clay in the
road. I was proud to feel that I was not
running at full spezd, I wap proud to know
that the White-Haired Master had grown
young again, and to féel him holding the
reins just steady enough to catch me should 1
chaned to stumble. I was proud to feel him
sitting In the saddle, balancing himself to all
my movements €0 as not to worry me with
his weight.

“Suddenly I felt him {urn in the saddle and
look back., Then his firm hand checked me,
and I knew that the Gray Mare, my sister,
had been more than matched. As T e:xttled
down into a steadler gallop the White-Halred
Master sald;

" *Another race horse here, boy—the great-
est of all.’

* 'Yes, Master,’ replled the Son of Ben All,
e & the grand=on of Abdallah.’'

"IL was well that the White-Halred Mooter
drew rein when he did, for we siill had two
miles to go, and the Gray Mare, my slster,
was beginning to blow a lttle. But we rested
ourselyes by going ensily, Presently I saw
firelight shining through the trees half a mile
ahead.

* “That's the place!’ cried the White-Haired
Master.

“He leined forward In the saddle, and I
took that for a slgnal to go. It was a level
road, and [ stretched myself out for a run
that would please and surprise the White-
Hiaired Master. As I ran I wondered what
the people at the fire would think as they
heurd us thundering down the rosd,

"Nobody knows to this day what they
thought. We were upon them before they
could gather their wits about them. Wo
were upon them before they could get out
of the way, The torches glimmering through
the trees blinded the eyes of the White-
balred Master, g0 that he drew rein a lit-
tle too late to stop me near the group of
men standing there. One of them, the son
of the man caled Old Grizzly, tried to dodge
out of the way, but as he dodged 1 swerved
to ouve side, and so struck him fairly on the
shoulder. He went down as If a tree had
fallen upon him. As I turned again I caught
the arm of one of them In my teoth, and
carried him with me, screaming llke .a
woman. From that day to this T have been
called the man-cater; but as to esting a man
—rl{:l‘bbcllhbul—lt makes me sick to think
of It!

1 was still jumping, but trying to come to
a halt, when the White-Halred Master drove
his heels at me, and whirled me around on
my bind legs as on a plvol. As I turned |
saw why, The man called the Teacher had
been sitting on u horse, his arms tied und u
rope around his neck, one end fastened to the
Hmb of a tree. As we came up some of the
men had given the horse a cut with &
hickory, and he had jumped away, leaving
the Teacher swinging by the neck.

“'With one stroke of a knife he carried the
White-Haired Master cut the rope, and then
he leaped nlmbly from my back and lifted the
{Ihmnwulletdr t.hnh:'l‘ncher to his fesd, cutting

€ rope from his arme and

(Te b (‘unllnuml.!mm ble neck.
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Bucklen's Arnlca saive.

The best salve In the world for culs,
brulses, sores, ulcers, salt rheum, fover sores
tetter, chapped hands, chilblaing, oorns, and
all skin eruptions, and positively cures piles
or no pay required. It Is guaraniced to give

ect satisfaction or money rafunded.
4 l-é: 26 conts per box. For sale by Kubgp
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When & pound or a bushel of eorn {
burned It ylelds about one-twentleth of lt:

original welght in ssbes,

TRAVELED DOG

Owney,

(Copyright, 1888 by Harriet
Few people, not to mentica members of the
canine family, are so widely travelsd a®

QOwney, the pet and mascot of the ral vay

Gilleaple.)

mail service,

He belongs to no one person In parilcular,
but Is the protege, for the time being, of
any mail clerk with whom he comes In con-
tact,

Owney s a medium =eed, cinnamon col-
ored mongrel, but Is endowbd with suMelent
Intelligence to compensate for any lack of
refined pedigree, He has vislted every city
of prominence In the United States, and his
tranaatiantic acqualntance Ik equally as ex-
tensive, his badges of distinotion everywhere
winning him respect and attention

Owney enterad Uncle Sam's serviee about
ten years ago when, a forlorn, homeless dog
he strayed Into the Albany postoMde,

Thrcogh the kindness of the mail clerks
he attached himself to them and for o num-
ber of years ran on the road between Albany

and New York, and In this way finally
drifted to the New York postoflice, where,
when he Is not “glche trotting,” he makes

hiz bome,

He will remain here two, three or four
weeks, ag the casa may be, until the mi-
gratory fever Is upon him, when he jumps
Into the reglstry wagon, which s always Ifi
charge of a mall clerk, and off he gore to
the station.

THE WAY HE TRAVELS.

Owney apparently has a well defined
Itinerary lald out, for no amount of coaxing
or persuasion can keep him home when he
wishes to go, or arbitrate In which direction
his journey shall extend. Whatever train
he elects to board, his credentlals are recog-
nized and he iz {mmediately taken charge of
and made welcome by the postal clerks, with
all of whom he |s the greatest pet, and which
affection I8 amply returned, for Owney loks
with much disfavor upon any one not at-
tired In the garb of the mall service,

He occaslonally alights at a station that
pleases hils fancy, makes hls transfers en-
tirely on his own account, and appears to
understand fully where all traing meet and
alsp where and when different connectlons
are made,

His travels have led him into nearly every
portion of the globe, one of hiz most ex-
tended trigs being to Siberia, where he went
presumably to Investigate the exile system.

No one hhs beep able to Induce him to

the Mascot of the Rillway
Mail Service.

ond squad of ofMcers, relurning wit them
when the watch was ended
He wio awarded a medal at the West.
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Intelligonce and

Jim has
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ger,”" who Iy
paniy Nao, b,

nel elub beneh show, upon which

| Was engraved;

Awarded to
Negro Police Dog, Jimy
Briavery,
been dead mome yeAFE, but In
remembered by the pollee fores.,

Another famous dog In New York was "Gin-

elonged to hook and Indder com-
of Charles streot.

He was instrumental In saving many 1ives,
It Is told how he discovered a fire, waketied

| the men hy

in alding the firemen to extingulsh it.

| ger’ has no
temporarions

Peace to the

One

And saw an
wilk,

Redmond
her. 1 hav
uince then.
up in the

something t
"Yea,"
off lier han

and got
brushes and
8oy after

climbed up
golng on,
Ehe found

of their con

morning while
making bread she lookad out of the window

"“Oh, Billy,"
for

waolen pleces for her?
that are like the clothes we are wearing.'

“Yen, Indeed,”
erutehes, for he was still a little lame from
a sprained ankle,

“Woolen,"

hie barking and waa badly burned
“Gin-
W Jolned the ranks of his con-
In, “dog heaven,” where cvents

ually the eonls of all good eanines ascond.

Eir ashes,
HARRIET GILLESPIRE.

PILLY'S SYSTEM,

Helleves Mother of n Vast Amount of

Lobor,
Billy's mother was

old lady coming slowly up the

she sald, "here comes Aunty
the earpet rags 1 promised
en't had time to look them up

Do you suppose you could go
nitiq and sort out some of the
Try not to get those

snld Billy, reaching for his

“I've been wishing I had

o do. Are they In bags?"'

gnld his mother, stripping the flour

ds, #0 she could open the door.

Billy came down presently withi a groat
basket of rags, and he then went to his den
out some marking fluld and

his

went up stairs again,
the bread was made out Into the

pang, and Aunty Redmond had gone away,
much delighted with her rags, Billy's mother

to the attle to see what was

Billy had assorted the rags and

hung the bags all labelled with the names

rafters.
another, '‘cot-

tents from the
read one, “‘silk"

-
OWNIE.

* i

relate his views on the subject, for Owney
Is a conservative beast and though he keeps
up a deep thinking I8 not given to promiscu-
oug arguments,

Last summer his Journey extended to
China and Japan, With the advent of the
new year Owney showed slgns of restlessness
and after some days spent In consulting
gulde books, January 3 saw him boarding
the Penneylvanin limited enroute for Cali-
fornin, where he is sojourning at the present
writing.

Wherever he stops he Is the object of
much solleftude and the greéatest admiration
&nd his friends, the muall clerks, polnt to
him with pride as being the brightest, most
Intelllgent and most widely traveled dog
in the country.

After weoks and months of ahsence, one
day his dogship will appear in New York,
apparently dellghted to be at home once

more, with his collar and the harness that 1

he wears falrly bristling with tags, medals,
ribbons, ete., placed there by admiring
friends,

Superintendent of Malls Lyons of the
Brooklyn postofiice says: “Owney Is In
many respects a remarkable dog. He visits
us occaslonally, whenever It tokes his

fancy, One extremely warm day last suin-
mer he came over here In  the registry
wagon and, as was eminently proper, re-

ported at once to me.
OWNEY'S DECORATIONS,

“He was completely prostrated by the
heat and the welght of the harnesg and
medals, 50 that he could not He down without
much discomfort. I relieved him of his
trappings, which, besides his barness, con-
slsted of about two pounds of medals, and
you never saw such a delighted and grateful
animal at the relief aforded him. Then
he quietly took possession of a soft seat
und slept peacefully there during the day.
I sent the tags to the Bureau of Postoffice
Curiosities at Washinglon, where they now
repose as evidences of g dog’s sagacity.”

Thers are nearly 200 tags In tin, brass
and sllver; among them Is a silver spoon
from Furt Wayne, Ind.

The members of the Toledo Produce ex-
changa presanted Owney with an elaborately
engricved tag and he was also the reciplent
of one from the Board of Trade at Heattle,
Wash. There were tags from different clubsg
and organizations of St. Paul, Minoeapolis,
and also from Dakola.

Owney was an honored guest at the con-
ventlion of Iowa bankers held at Counell
Biuffs in May, 1863, and was presented with
a handsome sliver tag, bearing the inserip-
tlon! “"Owney, Our Cuest., May he live
long and prosper.’” |

Owney's collar has two brass plates fas-
tened upoan It, one bearing his nuwme and
addrese: “"Owney, Postoflice, Albany, N, ¥Y."
The other presented at- Seattle, Wash,, in
October, 1803, which reads:

“l1 guess 1 am Innoceoce Abroad,

For 1 travel throu, thick and thing

But [ meet with kindly treatment,

And T like to be taken n.''

He usually returns weary and travelworn,
and on reaching the postofos will jm-
mediately jump Into an open safe which he
has pre-empied as & resting place, and make
his bed upen some mall sacks thrown there
for his comfort and there he will slesp three
or four days, leaving hie bed only long
enough to satisfy hunger, until he has thor-
oughly recuperated from his journey,

The future lg no doubt destined to hear
further of Owney's travels, should no harm
come to him,

OTHER FAMOUS DOGS,

Theres are many Instances in New York
Clty of the remarkable achlevements of doga,
who bave rendered conspleuous service by
thelr falthfulness and sagacity.

One is the famous bullterrler *“Nigger
Jim," who some years ago was (he pet of
the Nineteenth precinct, He made & rec-
ord by the assistance rendered the police
in thief ecatehing, He was partieular
death on negroes, who are especlally
numerous in the precinct, and which won
for him the title “Nigger Jim." Tl
name was afterward changed o "Ten-
derloin™ for evident reasons

Of latg years bhe would only accompapy

ton'" another, and a very consplcuous one

marked *l

“Well, BI
know how

a bit
1 collar,

way."

“There Is
mother,

*"Willlam,
Raverely. **
a bag-age."
Billy. But
50 fortunate

whe
and,

mon,
room

In the midd
at him and
patience,

even for rags'

sald:

nings.”” While quite the largest

ope was marked Bllly's rags.

“This has all the old things that don't
p=gort for me to sell with my old iron and
bottles, you see,” he explained.

Iy,""s said his mother, “you don't
glad T am to have this done, It

has been such a bother to have to tumble
them &ll out~no matter whether I wanted
of lining, or a plece of sllk to line
And I have often wished I had
them arranged in a little more ‘get-at-able'

“I believe that lining bag Is golng to save
me lois of trips down town when the sewing
woman I8 in a hurry,'
hiz work with pride,

sald Billy, regarding

nothing like a system-atic plan,
he added slyly,
Is that a pun'" asked his mother,
If it Is T will only say you are
"Rog bag-gage, mother?'" gsked
she had run down stairs again,
ly was spared this.

FPrattle of the Yonngaters,
An eminent clergyman sat in his study,
buslly engaged In preparing his Sunday ser-

his little boy
holding up his

toddled into the
pinched finger,

sald, with an expression of suffering, *'Look,
ra, how 1 hurt it."

The father, interrupted
le of a sentence, glanced hastily
with the slightest tone of Im-
“I ean't help It, sonny."

The little fellow's eyea grew bigger and as
he turned to go out he sald In a low volee:
"Yes, you could; you might have sald 'On!

e s

RELAND'S PATRON  SAINT

Bt. Patrick’s Oontribution o the Oivilisae
tion of the World,

LIFE'S LABOR DEVOTED TO MANKIND

Rraving Mardship and Contumely
that He Might Preneh the Gonpel
and “Do,. BEnough to Be Nes
membered by Men

The name of St. Patrick, rendered [«
lnmrions by his innumerable ncts of sanctity
and goodness toward mankind, ia destined to
live to the end of time. Historlane diffor
regarding the year In which he was born.
Tillemont says he was born in 272 and died
In 455, while Usher, aAnother eminent his-
terian, claime that St. Patrick died in 403,
Nennius, published by Gale, places his death
In 464, Rev. Father Alban Hutler In his
work, "The Lives of the Salnts,'" concludes
that the ¢:tual date of St. Patrick's birth Is
not known, and be belng one of the ablost
higtorians of his day wupon the subjeots
treated in his work, it can be safely stated
that hils position Is correct.  Undoubtedly
the best work In print regarding the life
of 8t. Patriek was published by Sir James
Whate at London in 1658,

Bt. Patrick's day, the 17th of March, |
fittingly ocelebrated In every part of the
world where Christlanity I8 practiced and
preached. Christiang of all denominations,
and non-Christlans for that mattef, recog-
filze that his was a mighty brain, and that
hig braln was actively and effectively used
for the uplifting of mankind.

In hle wixteenth year St Patrick was
taken captive by the barbariang and kept
In Ireland aw n *lave anere he waw obliged
to herd cattle on the mountains and in the
foreste, oftentimen In hunger and nalednoss
amidet cold and rains and Inelement weather,
The young man had recourse to God In his
troubles, and while serving as a slave herder
he resolved to consecrate his 1ife to God, and
his life's work to the conversion of God's
people to Christalnty. When copportunity
offered the young man elipped away from
his work as a slave herder, and through the
kindness of some Pagan sallors was per-
mitted to board a ship which was leaving the
Island, It s recorded that the ship became
lost and wandered many daye, distressed for
want of proviglons, This gave the young
Christian an cpportunity, which he secems to
have made use of, as he conv }wl nearly
all the =allors on beard to Christianity, some
of whim assieted him al through life.

AL a later perlod In life 8Bt. Patrick was
again taken ecaptive and lis liberty denled
him for two months by the barbarlans from
whom he had before slipped away. After
his second captivity he traveled Into Gual
and Italy, and spent several years In pre-
paring himeelf for the minlstry, His rel-
atlves sirenuously "objected to his ordina-
tion, but his mind was made up, and after
passing all apposition, some of which ecame
from *elergymen, he was ordained to preach
the gospel. He forsook his relatives, and, as
he sald, =old hia birthright and dignity to
serve strangers.  His life from that time
was sineerely consecrated to God, and In
Buccess or adversily, he seemed to have
been alwayn the mame untiring, zealous, able
champlon of Christianity, and his wish when
he started to preach the gospel, that he
might “'do enough good to he remembered
by men” was fully accomplished, for by
his effortd *he filled the county with
churches and schools of learning, the light
of elvilization, D. CLEM DEAVER.

—_——— i
Don't forget to take a few bottles of Cook's
Extra Dry Imper'al Champagne with you on

your summer outings,
—_——— e

Daweon Oldham, a 78-year-old resident of
White Hall, Ky., never has missed a sermon
at the Methodist church In that place in
the forty years he has been a member. He
never ha# used tobacco in any form, nor has
he tasted whisky.

Waltham

Walc/hes

Made by theAmerican
Waltham Watch
Company are the
best and most reliable
timekeepers made

in this or any other
country.

Ash to see the name |‘River-
side” cr “Royal” engraved
on the plates, and always the
word ** Waltham.’ 4
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for you to g

“What do

God. Grand

paper tells
hippensd

badly hurt

her in her

Ing.

oye, “'has
“Yes, dea

you I you

Teddy—1
Brown this

uever stop.”

to be sliding on
she suddenly fell heavily and was evidently

friend rushed to

and how did you fall?"”
head a_nd replled between her sobs:
tically.” 8o much for kindergarten train-

“Papa," sald litle
who had bad the

her that you loved your lessons?
me for telling lies," sald
with the frankness of

Mbmma—You see
don't you, dear?

Teddy—Yes, 'cause I dido’t know till noon
that his mother was going to Eive a party,

“Mamma,” asked the little d-year-old,
“how do you spell ‘ginger?' '
“Put away your book, dear, It 18 time

o to bed."

“Pupa, how do you—""
“Don't bother me, Katle.”

€8 It mean when It snys—"

“Didn't you hesxr your mother?”

Katlo threw the book on the floor.

“I don't belleve there's anybody that loves
me," xhe burst forth, “ ‘eapt grandpa an’

1pa, he's in Michigan an’ I don't

know where God |s!"

Hlustrating the mind's training, & southern

of a little girl, 4 years old, who

the fee, when

At the sound of her schs a
her assistance and caught

“You poor Httle thing,
The mite raiged her
u‘r”r_

arms,

Mabel to her father,
migfortune to lose one

your other eye gone to heaven?'

5" was the answer.

“Well, then, papa,” said the little Kirl,
snuggllng close, *“tell me
won't you?'

all it sees, then,

“what do you suppose mamma would do for

came (0 her one day and thld
“Lick
dear lttle Johnnle,

youth,

wish I hadn't

licked Jimmy
morning.

now how wrong It was,

“Faunnle, I have told you time and agaln
not Lo spesk when older persous were talk-
Ing, but walt untll they stop.”

“I've Iried that already, mamma. They

] o . -

(My mama used Wool Boasp) (1 wish mine had)
Wash Waoolens with

WOOL SOAP

and they won't shrink, Dellghtful lu the bath. Ins
wlss on your dealer giving it to yoo. o

[ ]
Raworth, Schodde & Co,, Makers, Chicagn

DOCTOR

Searles &

Bearles
BPECIALISTS IN

Nervous, L‘llmn!u
Private Diseases,
WEAK MEN

BEXUALLY
“Johnny," screamed hig mother, “why are .
you s‘.ttm.u' on your brother's chest? \’:ua'll .ﬂfu';f.';?é:e:’f-':'i'“
&il} bim."" TIORTIBORS By e
"1 know It,"" retorted the urohin, *“But If b 1 TR
3’ let I.ll'l;n up be'll go swimmin' and be E . " “-'8
rowned. Oured for life and the polsun lh“f""ﬂ“
— cleansed the system. gol.l-;ﬂ L:IHT l.é
“Johnnle, dear.’” sald his mother, wh RECTA Ul'catl nrD ocﬁw' T
r, who was | & gicocer e il a liy
trylng to lInculcate a lesson in industry, Method hew and uataillng. o

Cured

STRICTURE AND GLEET . Suee

By new method without paln or culting,
Call on or address wi

Dr. Secarles & Searles, *‘ES.‘%.&
YOURSELF!

o Isr waustural
o Infao mations,
uf ulcopat
e,
wnd =
polaonsus 1Y
- Neld by

1 .:rl, in %“
T

HOUSANDS
TESTIFY

TO HAVING BEEN CURED BY

MUNYON'S
REMEDIES,

No Other Medlenl Preparentions in the
Waorld Recelve Dally So Many Tentls
moninls From Those Cared of Mhens
matism, tniaren, Asthmn, Hronchis
tin, Dyspepnin, Kidney Trouble and
Other Dinenses, Got a 2B8Cent Vind
of His Nemedies From Your Nearest

Druggist and Doctor Younrself,

Mr. J. M, Maret, Joplin, Mo, eaye: “For
four wears I was troubled with an aggra-
vated form of chronic catarrh. Had dull

paing through the temples and over the eyes
and nose. Large acoumulations of matter
would drop from the nose into my mouth,
This mucous was often so pulrid and offen-
slve as to ocaume gagring and vomiting. I
used Munyon's Catarrh Remedles, and in &
fow weeks' time 1 was completely cured.”

Mrs, C. H, McCall, 610 Wacd avenus,
Wichita, Kan,, says: 1 wis a sufferer
from rheumatiem for five years, Two bot-

Rheumatiam Cure have
that s claimed for that

tlen of Munyon's
fully proved all
remedy."”

Munyon's Rheumatiem Cure seldom falls
to relieve In one to three hours, and cures
In a few days., Price, 26 conts,

Munyon's Dyspepsin Cure positively cures
all forms of Indigestion and stomach trouble,
Price, 26 centm

Munyoen's Cold Cure prevenis pneumonia
and broaks up a cold In a few hours. Price,
26 cents,

Munyon's Cough Cure stops coughs, night
sweats, allays soreness, and speedily heals
the lunga. Price, 26 conts,

Munyon's Kidney Cure epeedily cures pains
in the back, loln® or grolng and all forma
of kidney disease, Price, 25 conts,

Munyon's Headache Cure stops headache
in three minutes. Price, 26 cents,

Munyon's Pile Olntment positively cures
wll forms of plles. Price, 26 conts.

Munyon's Blood Cure eradicates all impuris
ties of the blood. Price, 26 cents,

Munyon's Femnle Remedies are a boon te
all women,

Munyon's Asthma Cure with Herbs, $1.

Munyon's Catarrh Remedles never fall.
The Catarrh Cure—price 2hc—oradicates the
disease from the system, and the Catarrh
Tablets—price 26c— cleanse and heal the
parts,

Munyon's Vitallzger restores lost powers to
weak men. Prioe, §1.

Munyon's Remedies at all drugglets, mostly "
26 cents a vial

Personal leters to Prof. Munyon, 1506
Arch  sfreet, Philadelphia, Pa., answered
with free medieal advice for any disease.

LODD POISON

A SPECIALT Y cuinya:ren

tiary Syphilis pormanently cured 10 16 to
35 days. You earn @ tronted at home
thasame price rodersamo guarnaty.
youpreferto come here wo wil eon
to pay rallroad fare and hotal b 1ls, and no
ﬂhlm,’lf wo fnll Lo cure, If you have taken mers
cury, lodldeo gntnh. and still have aches and
Ains, Mugous Patohies in mouth, Sore Throat,
imples, Copper Colored Spots, Ulcers on
Ny part of the body, Finlr or Eyebrows fulil
@1ty it Inthis Syphilitie BLOOD POISON th
wo gmnnteo to oure, Wao sollelt the most obatd=
nate cases and chillenge the world for
onso wo oannot cure. ‘hia disenss has sl
baMed theskill of the most eminent ph
finail. ll!lno.oou‘b.a;rlgnl heblnrt'l“:u: nml:ca:dl-
‘onnl guaranty. ute proo! n o
i tieation, Address 0(10& REMKD'&’ Otg:
407 Mnsonic Temyple, CHICAGO, ILl.

WEAK MEN

CURED AS IF BY MAGIC.
Yictims of Lost Manhood should send at
onecs for a hook
t expiains how
full maunly v
18 ensily, qnlnﬂ;
and permanently
res ., No man
guffering from
weakness can af-
il
e vice.
» Book I.uﬁn how
velo t and tone are l!g"wlengm' 3
a to
portion of the body. Sent with cltive
proofs (sealed) free toany manona,

ERIE MEDICAL 0. BUFFALON.Y.

We sénd_the marvelous Fro
Temody CALTHOS free, nn?ieg
Ise#:'llfum:lm th‘n.l' (},‘.r. Lruas wil

Diachurgea S isatona,
UURE R, rrlen, V oceln
and wﬁ?ﬁ'a's.’:"nm"‘vag::."

Use it and pay if satisfied,
Addrest, VON MOHL CO.,
Kals Aucricsn Agents, Ulacineall, Ublg
= =T

(T

WILCOX COMPOUND

Sifo nd SURE,  Always relinlile,
anbatitute, hrmlrIaynlldrnﬁllln: L0, &
"t

i}
Tor Wannan's Safequard, WILUOX B EC
228 South EAghth Stieet PILLA DELFHEL

FN ESSI.‘IEE'MI NOISES
CURED? x5 s e wesrimsnt
IR0 Whioeers heneh UL E TR o
CONBULTATION at ouf oy, ’thoo 00,

B3 Brosdway, New York. Beod for BOOK

883

OPIUM o HORPHINE HABIT
PAINLEGOLY & PEIMAMENTLY OURED

DR. S. B. COLLINS'
PAINLESS OPIUM ANTIDOTE
ORIBINAL AND ONLY BENUINE REMEDY.
Flmnudln 1868. “THERIAKI" Book Free.
OMice 312, 78 Monroe Stroel, BI‘"BAHU, “.1-

PO, DRAWER 080,
——

Patronize
Home Industries

By paurohasing Ellllill minde at the fols
lowlng Nebruska factories. If yon
cannot find swhat #on want communli-
ente wllli tae manufucturers na Lo
whut denlers handie thelr goods.

o BAGS, BURLAF AND TWINE.
BEMIS OMAITA BAG €O,
llu‘l‘;au::c'gu'-?l‘:n “ltlnfalr! :::1:: of dw:taln and burs
iwlty. "G4 ieail 8. 1en Bt o o ™
-es-, BREWRRIES,
OMAHA BREWING ASS'N,
Car joad shipmenis made In our own refrigs

tator enrs.  Hlue Ribbon, Ellle Export, Vienns
xport, and Family Export, deliversd to all parts

uf clity.
- - ———— |

FLOUR.

8. F, GILMAN.
o B Diod irarr 3¢ Qeld Neda) Flour

~ IRON WORKS,
DAVIS & COWGII L IRON WORKS

Iron and Broass Founders,

Manufacturers and Jobbers of Muachinery,
Genernl repalring u specially, 1801 3003 and 1605
Jockson strect, Omaha, Neb,

Engineers  an Contructors  for
lhfui 8. Office und works: U,
Eo. ﬂrh‘ sireet, Omaha

~ INDUSTRIAL IRON WORKS
ESRSAAE ths, Repaiias of, sl Wate, ot
245 Bl S BT i
PAXTON& VIERLING IRON W RKS
m‘;m‘iﬂﬁﬁﬁn F ou'nril‘l‘::'mul:l-:nhié:l:ﬂh !E%
P By &
__NIGHT WATCH, PIRE BERVICE,
AMERICAN DISTRICT TELE-
GRAPH.
rty. Exzaming
Upes Insurenee

o e i
134 Douglas 8t

" SHIRT FACTORIES,

J.H, EVANS -NEBRASKA SHIRT

COMPANY,

'ru' tes,

Exclusve custom sbin salors 618 Vo i




